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a good friend. No, I don't think we need worry about
the publishers.

I have proved that this flood of fiction does no real
harm to the public (which is at liberty to ignore it),
to the authors, and to the publishers. What have we
left? Very little; only what might be called the Age.
These fellows who grumble about all the new novels
seem to think that our Age will be laughed at because
it has produced all this foolish fiction. They are
clearly under the impression that the bad novel is a
new thing, almost a typical product of the twentieth
century. Apparently they imagine that all the novels
of the Regency were written by Jane Austen and
Scott/ that only Dickens, Thackeray, the Brontes,
George Eliot, and a few others wrote novels for the
Victorians; and that forty or fifty years ago Hardy
and Meredith divided the spring and autumn seasons
between them. They should examine any book of the
last century that has some pages of the publisher's
advertisements at the back, and there they will dis-
cover a number of novels they never heard of before
and most of these will not be ordinary unsuccessful
novels but what publishers now call "winners." They
should buy a batch of "old novels'3 from a secondhand
bookshop, genuine unknown works of fiction from the
'thirties, the 'fifties, the 'seventies, and then they will
quickly discover that we have no monopoly of bad
fiction. The truth is, of course, that ever since there
have been novels at all, there have been stacks of
them, new novels all over the place, and some people